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great benefits to civilisation and education that in some parts
of the world Christian Missions have accomplished. Perhaps
a little of the sportive instinct of the Englishman enters into my
point of vision and leads me to think that in Korea the hunt is
too easy. There is no stalking the game, no getting up at dawn
to waylay the victim in his early flight. They walk openly into
the net of the fowler—whether it be set by Catholic, Anglican,
Plymouth Brother or Seventh Day Adventist—or any of the
others—and when once captured they are so uninteresting.
I would rather convert one genial head-hunting savage than
ninety and nine Koreans.
I think the most widely known feature of Korea are the men's
hats. As a matter of fact they are not hats at all, though they are
worn on the head. They are contrivances invented and con-
structed to give protection to the absurd little top-knot of hair
which every self-respecting Korean is supposed to wear on the
crown of his head. The Korean protects his top-knot much as
the Elizabethan gentleman pretended to protect his honour,
though he often enough died on the scaffold. The material is
of stiff black netting, very like the wire netting so usefully
employed in keeping flies out of dishes or inside fly-traps. There
is a wide flat brim and a ridiculous little erection above the centre
of it, in the form of a sort of diminutive top hat, sloping inwards
as it rises. Under this protuberance, like a black vegetable
under a propagating glass, flourishes the top-knot. Strings tied
under-the chin keep this extraordinary headgear in place.
The Korean man wears white garments, which have to be
unsewn and taken to pieces every time they are washed. The
material is a stiff native cotton, semi-transparent and harsh.
The true Korean of the elder generation walks with a swagger,
fan or little pipe in hand, and exhibits a general appearance of
vain, inordinate and bovine stupidity. After reaching middle
age they allow their beards to grow and toward sixty some can
boast a few straggling long hairs that reach their chests. The
sight of an elderly Korean on his evening promenade in the
streets of Seoul gives the traveller the impression of concentrated
futility. The young men are, in their heavy ox-like way, good
looking but appear sullen and unintelligent. The schoolgirls
and girl students in their Western uniform dresses have often
pleasant good-looking faces and run early to flesh. The one hope
for the country I believe lies in the young women, who if they
assert themselves sufficiently, may do much to raise the Koreans

